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From the Editor
his is a bittersweet moment. After
T
nearly four years and thirty-five issues — certainly not as many as some illustrious Mythprint editors of yore, but not
the shortest tenure either — the time has
come for me to step down as editor. The
issue you are now reading is my last one,
following which the leadership in the
Mythopoeic Society will be actively
searching for a new editor. I will be remaining on hand for a little while to advise
and assist in the transition, but I won’t be
producing new issues of Mythprint from
this point forward.
Some have asked me privately why
I’ve made this decision, and I don’t mind
answering that question publicly. Over the
past year or two, my work schedule, home
obligations, and personal research and
writing projects have all become more demanding and have more than taken over,
meaning that I no longer have the kind of
time that Mythprint requires — and deserves. I had hoped that changing the
schedule to a quarterly cadence would
have made the difference and that I’d have
been able to hold on another few years,
but unfortunately, it hasn’t helped as
much as I’d wished. I also think it’s time
for someone new, with new ideas and
more time and energy than I can give. I
had actually reached this decision some
time ago, but I didn’t want to leave the
Society’s leadership body while we were
still a Steward short of our full complement, but since David Emerson has come
on as Webmaster, now the right time for
my exit.
I lay down the mantle feeling really

good about what I’ve accomplished during my time as editor — perhaps most
importantly, bringing Mythprint into the
digital age with electronic subscriptions.
This in turn has led to an increase in the
number of international members, which
I think is very good for the Society. I’ve
published some important pieces over the
last four years, including interviews,
Mythcon and other conference reports,
anniversary celebrations, the Glen GoodKnight memorial issue, and more than
120 reviews of books, films, and stage
productions. The number of subscribers
jumped dramatically in the months following my assuming the post, up by more
than 100 at one point, to a six-year high
of 395 (possibly longer; I only have numbers going back to November 2006). Subscribers have gone up and down since
then, but are still averaging near record
high numbers since November 2006. So I
can resign on what I feel is a very positive
note.
So as I said, Mythprint is in need of a
new editor! If you are interested in assuming the post, then the Mythopoeic Society’s Council of Stewards would like to
hear from you! If you have questions
about the job, I will be very happy to answer them. And I will be around to assist
the new editor with getting started and in
making contacts (publishing, contributing,
and otherwise). It’s a very rewarding job
and a great chance for one of you to give
something back to the Society that gives
all of us so much. For now, farewell and
thank you all for your support and feedback over these past four years.
Best wishes,
Jason Fisher
Editor (outgoing), Mythprint
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Jessica Khoury. Origin. NY: Razorbill (imprint
of Penguin), 2012. 395 pp., cloth, $17.99. Reviewed by Donald T. Williams.
Khoury’s brand new first novel,
J essica
Origin, has been getting a lot of buzz. It deserves it.
Though Origin is technically science fiction
rather than fantasy (there are no mythical
creatures or magic, and the story takes place in
our world, with genetics as the explanation for
the immortality of the central character), it will
be of interest to Mythopoeic Society members
because of the way the myths of the local Amazonian tribe turn out to be
important to the plot, providing a way of seeing the world
that gives the protagonist the
key to solving a decidedly thisworld mystery. The author
shows that she has learned
about the nature of myth from
people like Lewis and Tolkien.
The way scientism is portrayed
and the issues it raises are handled may remind you a bit of
That Hideous Strength at times.
I’ll get the negative out of
the way first. There isn’t much.
I found the first-person, present-tense narration highly annoying. Is that a YA thing? I
don’t recall it in the youngadult books I read fifty years ago. I suppose
it’s a ploy for immediacy, but it seems to me a
cheap trick. A really good writer can achieve
it, even for young readers, without pandering
to the “everything is about me, myself, and I,
and the present moment is the only reality”
mindset. But I have to add that, while the narrative strategy was an irritant for me, the story
was often so good that I forgot about it for
pages at a time.
Now to the positive. There is a lot. The
settings are vivid and the story well plotted
and perfectly paced. “The jungle hides a girl
who cannot die” — hides her from the world
4

and from herself. But the jungle ironically is
also what reveals her. Pia is the result of a series of eugenics experiments in a secret lab
somewhere in the Amazon rain forest which
have produced a girl both “perfect” and immortal. But there is a terrible secret behind
those experiments, a mystery that keeps you
on the edge of your seat the whole way
through as it is revealed one bit at a time until
it all hits Pia like an oncoming truck and demands some very hard choices of her. A love
story, a coming of age story, and a murder
mystery are perfectly dovetailed, with each
supporting rather than distracting us from the
others (and you don’t even realize the murder mystery is
happening until near the end).
That’s a lot of plot elements to
keep suspended and then bring
together satisfactorily at the
conclusion. For a rookie writer
to pull it off so successfully in
her first novel is truly impressive. And a coming of age story
that is actually “original” (pun
intended) and without clichés?
Hard to believe — but true.
But it’s not just a great story. Pia has to confront some
pretty important issues as she
answers questions on which
her life and those of many others depend. What does it mean to be human?
What is the nature of truth, and how does scientific truth fit into that? Is there more to
truth and reality than science can teach us? If
there is, how do we discover it? Is love more
than just a distracting emotion? What does
myth have to teach us about the answers to all
these questions? All this and more arises naturally from the plot. None of it is forced. To
deal so well with philosophical and even theological issues without preaching (or even having characters preach for you) is almost unheard of in a writer this young these days. It
bodes well for Khoury’s future as a writer —
and ours as readers. ◘

Clerihew Contest 2013 Results.
By Mike Foster.

M

AUTHOR GUEST OF HONOR:
Franny
Billingsley creates characters that are quite
canny.
Her wonderful Folk Keeper
Was no sleeper.
— Marion Von Loo

Charles Williams
Regularly elicits “Who is he”-ums.
Narnia for Lewis, Middle-earth for Tolkien
But heaven only knows where Charles has
been.
— Eric Rauscher

Golfimbul:
His brain would hardly fill a thimble.
Who would have ever thought or said?
He’d be remembered for his head?
— Donald T. Williams

ythcon 44 hostess with the mostest
Marion Van Loo took top honors
with two clerihews featuring the scholar and
fantasy author guests of honor.
Longtime attendee but first-time participant Eric Rauscher topped the Inklings cateSCHOLAR GUEST OF HONOR:
gory. First-time attendee Michael Muniz won
in the non-Inklings category. Janet Brennan
Douglas A.
Croft earned two Honorable Mentions.
Anderson certainly knows what to say.
The Tenth Not Very Annual Mythcon
On the subject of Tolkien.
Mary M. Stolzenbach Memorial Clerihew
He ain’t jokin’.
Contest held at Mythcon 44 in East Lansing,
— Marion Von Loo
Michigan, was judged, as
always, by They Who
Must Not Be Named, Mythcon organizer Marion Van Loo wins two of four
Clerihew Honors in 2013 contest!
who ranked clerihews on
a 1–10 scale in three categories: Humor, Originality, and Clerihewness.
The top score was 27. The judges burned the
HONORABLE MENTIONS:
ballots in a chafing dish in order to keep that
information secret forever.
Boromir
The winners, published exactly as written,
Crossed many a tor or mere.
include:
At the Council of Elrond,
He annoyed everyone.
INKLINGS:
— Janet Brennan Croft

NON-INKLINGS:
Fyodor Dostoevsky
Once road on a blue Jet ski.
Riding so fast, he nearly drowned.
Thus he wrote at last Notes from the Underground.
— Michael Muniz

John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
Was quite a writing machine!
He wrote of elves, dwarves, and dragons,
And hobbits who quite enjoy ale in their flagons.
— Dan Kinney
Peter Jackson
Drives Mythies to distraction.
I’m not sure at which we are more aghast—
His sexy dwarves or his Radagast.
— Janet Brennan Croft. ◘
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China Miéville. Embassytown. Ballantine Books
(Del Rey Imprint), 2011. 345 pp. $16.00.
Trade paperback ISBN 978-0-345-52450-8.
Reviewed by Sara R. Tompson.

A

ward-winning speculative fiction author
China Miéville’s Embassytown is a riveting
contribution to the “alien contact” subgenre.
There have certainly been other SF works
dealing with aliens and language, such as
Delaney’s Babel-17 and Blish’s A Case of Conscience, but Miéville once again (as he did with
the “police procedural” subgenre in The City
& the City) takes the story in new directions,
examining the issues from atypical angles.
Embassytown is also a deeply philosophical
exploration of the meaning of language, exploring questions such as: Does language
equal culture? Does intelligence require language?
Some partial answers arise, as the first person narrator Avice Benner Cho and her fellow
outpost (“Embassytown”) humans coexist,
speak, trade, fight, learn, etc. with their
“Hosts,” the Ariekei on the planet Ariekene,
off the beaten track of regular space trade
routes.
The two themes, alien encounters and the
exploration of the definition of language, intertwine throughout this complicated novel
that moves around in different times in Avice’s life. The narrative threads are easier to
follow throughout the different points on the
timeline than is the case with many novels
that jump between different points in a chronology.
When Avice is a child, some Ariekei politely ask through a retired human ambassador
to use her in an experience to incorporate in
their version of language at that time. She is
taken to a place and made to eat something
with a bit of pain. She becomes a simile,
“more or less an expression intended to invoke surprise and irony, a kind of resentful
fatalism” (p. 26).
This formative childhood experience influences what happens to her in the main ac6

tion of the book,
when she is an adult
somewhere in her
30’s. The chapters
about her childhood
presage later occurrences but are also
fascinating on their
own, as Miéville succinctly paints a picture of life in Embassytown. As is the
case with all his novels, Embassytown is a
unique blend, evocative, but not derivative, of other works of speculative fiction.
That fact, along with the protagonist-as-simile,
inevitably leads to comparisons to describe
the novel.
The comparison has already been made,
on a broad scale, with Delaney and Blish novels. The Embassytown civilization is also reminiscent of life on the resources-poor moon
Anarres in Le Guin’s The Dispossessed. However, the humans on Ariekene use and have
learned to construct some of the biomorphic
plant/machine hybrids of the natives to create
buildings, food and more. But both civilizations raise children in group settings with
nonbiological parents. The largest difference
in Embassytown is the presence of the Ariekei,
who have two mouths and speak in concert.
And, they do not perceive any sounds not
spoken in concert as language. Miéville creatively typesets some Ariekei words in fractional form to illustrate this harmonic speech. The
outpost humans have learned to rear twins
(perhaps clones) who are so alike they can
speak in concert and thus serve as Ambassadors to the Ariekei Hosts. The descriptions of
Ambassadors are engrossing and a bit macabre.
Avice leaves Embassytown in her teens to
become an “immerser,” a space pilot of ships
that warp through time via “The Immer,” to
travel enormous distances in space. This, and

her simile-creation experience, uniquely affects her to be able to work with some philosophically/linguistically renegade Ariekei
Hosts in the main action of the novel — her
perceptions are broad, and skewed. She is
tough, not very grounded in space or time,
and always “thinks outside the box.” Avice’s
toughness is naturally reminiscent of Ripley in
the Alien films. Miéville’s language is gritty,
sometimes profane, and realistic, particularly
when Avice discusses being an immerser. As
is his wont, he invents a number of new terms
in Embassytown.
During her travels, Avice meets and marries Scile on another planet. He is a fairly ordinary man who is fascinated by the Ariekei.
They return together to Embassytown. They
end up on opposite sides of the human/Host
skirmish war that is bound up in language
concepts, though they had already been growing apart. Avice’s pain at their fragmenting
relationship rings true, but this relationship
subplot is one of the least interesting threads
in Embassytown, to this reviewer.
Two factors lead to this skirmish war. The
first is the arrival of a human Ambassador
from off planet who is two distinct men, neither twins nor clones, and who speaks in concert in a harsh and ugly way that is disturbing
but also addictive to the Hosts. Miéville’s description of addictive behavior, albeit in aliens,
reads graphically true. The second is uncovered by Avice and some others, particularly
after the first occurs: Ariekei cannot lie; they
can only just barely get to that end of the continuum via similes and sometimes metaphors.
Avice realizes the ability to lie is a key in the
progression (for all sentient beings?) to more
individual and creative cultures.
Embassytown is compelling, a riveting read.
Though it moves around in time and introduces weighty and complicated themes and
terminology, the novel is actually easier to
read than to describe or review! This reviewer
highly recommends Embassytown as well worth
reading, and re-reading. ◘

Jef Murray. Seer: A Wizard’s Journey. N.P.:
Oloris Publishers, 2012. x + 151 pp.
Reviewed by Donald T. Williams.

W

ell known fantasy illustrator Jef Murray has ventured into the realm of
written artistry with a collection of tales, poems, essays, and prose sketches liberally sprinkled with his own etching-style line drawings.
The book is frustratingly good. That is, at
the end of several of the short tales (e.g., “The
Watchman”) I was eager to pursue the fantasy
novel to which the tale felt like an introduction, only to be abruptly presented with another tantalizing appetizer seemingly unrelated
to what I had just finished. I was annoyed at
first, I confess; but when I was able to let Seer
be what it is instead of what I might have
wanted it to be, I was often intrigued, sometimes refreshed, occasionally even enchanted.
At first the transitions from tale to short
tale seem abrupt. But when you get into the
volume, you begin to notice that unity is provided by recurring motifs and characters.
Preservation of faith in ancient verities, the
ongoing battle of good and evil, renewal of
the capacity for wonder, and homage to Tolkien, who was a stalwart champion of those
values, are prominent themes. The quality is a
bit uneven, as is to be expected in such a collection. Often the themes are effectively incarnated; sometimes the tributes are a bit too
obvious, causing a few of the stories to border
on fan fiction. Event those sketches were enjoyable, though. With only a few exceptions,
the drawings were delightful in their own right
and effective as illustrations of the tales they
accompany.
As a first venture into a new realm of art,
I have to judge Seer to be a good beginning. I
hope someday Murray will find the time and
energy to write the novel “The Watchman”
could have led to. In the meantime, if “leave
them wanting more” is a recipe for success,
Murray’s first book of prose and poetry is the
very embodiment of that formula. ◘
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Membership in the Mythopoeic Society has its advantages …
Thought-Provoking and Respected
Publications
Our reviews quarterly Mythprint (free with
membership) keeps readers up to date on
newly published fantasy literature, films and
academic titles. Members also receive the Annual Report and Member Directory. Our peerreviewed journal Mythlore features scholarly
articles on mythopoeic literature. Our annual
literary magazine, Mythic Circle, publishes new
fiction, art and poetry with mythopoeic
themes. The Mythopoeic Press publishes both
scholarly editions of literary works and critical
essays. The Society also produces specialized
works on Tolkien’s invented languages and
other fascinating topics. Members receive
advance notice of new publications and
special discounted rates.
Outstanding Conferences
Our annual conference (Mythcon) encourages
scholars, authors, and readers to exchange
ideas and share their insights and love of
mythopoeic literature. Guests of Honor have
included authors such as Neil Gaiman, Ursula
K. Le Guin, and Tim Powers, as well as noted
scholars such as Michael Drout, Verlyn
Flieger, and Douglas Anderson. As a small
conference, we enjoy an intimacy with our
guests that most
conferences cannot
provide. The Society has been instrumental in the development and encouragement of
young scholars.
There is a special
award for best student paper at Mythcon, and funding to
help “starving
scholars” defray
8

travel costs. Society members receive big
discounts on registration and can share in
other benefits.
Literary and Scholarly Awards
Our Society’s book awards nominees are
selected by our members. Society members
can nominate books for the Mythopoeic Fantasy Awards for both adults and children or
for the Mythopoeic Scholarship Awards in
Inklings Studies and Myth and Fantasy Studies. Society members may also serve on the
juries to review nominees and select winners.
Communities of Readers and Scholars
Society members share their love and scholarly interests in fantasy literature through organized discussion groups in various regions
across the United States. They can also join an
email discussion group, connect through our
Facebook group, follow us on Twitter, or use
other social media options. From our
“Members” page you can link to your own
website or blog.
Keeping the Mythopoeic Flame Alive
Membership keeps our unique organization
going. The Mythopoeic Society (founded in
1967) is one of the oldest organizations extant
for those interested in fantasy and its study
and appreciation. Though we have made impressive contributions to Mythopoeic Studies,
we have always been a small nonprofit, run
totally by unpaid volunteers. We cover all the
Inklings. We welcome scholars from a variety
of disciplines, independent scholars, and anyone who reads and loves fantasy literature. As
a member you can have influence on the direction of the Society by voting on its leadership—or become part of that leadership yourself.

Simon Rich. What in God’s Name. Reagan Arthur Books, 2012. Hardcover, 240 pages.
$10.99. Reviewed by S. Dorman.

W

hile the author of What in God’s Name,
was gestating, extrapolating digit by
digit (with keyboard somewhere in his genes’
pockets), he was probably already thinking of
writing about God as CEO of
heaven and earth. And he was
thinking about God’s doomsday or last judgment, the Armageddon as the book’s hardcover flap has it; although I
think Simon Rich himself does
not use that last word, indicative of war, in the book. Evidently Rich did not retain this
embryonic memory, for on the
acknowledgments page of
What in God’s Name there is no
mention of it. The only thing
acknowledged there (about
God) is that studying Hebrew
scripture, in preparation for
bar mitzvah, scared him … for
about three days. Since then,
however, “on some level, I’ve
been waiting for God to kill me.” Another
mention is an acknowledgment of his grandmother introducing him “to the phrase ‘what
in God’s name!’ “ Without saying how his
mentors and other helpers came into being, he
does mention every soul who helped him in
some way with the book. I fancy God thinking, Good enough.
There are laughs and a few memorable
moments in this comic novel, such as the protagonists dancing, god’s interest in Lynyrd
Skynyrd, brief mention of the angel Vince’s
counterpart dropping from heaven via pride,
and the expression of one angel’s desperate
dream. The book is about our narrow escape
from total destruction 30 days after god’s executive decision — at 12:01 a.m. (sometime in
2012). A couple of “work-obsessed” young
angels (formerly humans whose memories of

earthly lives are gone) seem the only codewriters caring enough to save earth and all its
billions of souls currently alive. They work
very hard (in their respective cubicles) trying
to save earth by answering the identical prayers of two people.
What makes the book engaging is not the
characters, the setting, the humor or prose,
but the fact that Simon Rich is
talking about God. (In this review the god character is not
capitalized as the author has it
in the novel.) Rich could have
written the exact same set-up
(CEO decides to scrap a company) with sweeter characters,
setting, humor, prose, and
called it The Office, but if it
didn’t involve God and the
fate of the world … Well, it
wouldn’t have interested me.
It’s these parallels, and patterns, that make it interesting.
The setting isn’t heaven, it’s
corporate headquarters. The
characters aren’t angels, and
god, and humans praying, they
are people working for the corporation, or
calling with various product requests and
complaints. This is a CEO fairly content to let
things slide and have a pretty good time. The
words angels, humans, god — and the destruction of the world — these things make the
novel interesting. Even Raoul, the crazy
doomsday prophet, is simply in advertising.
Yet I think the novel is enough to get
Westerners or materialists thinking about
God. Or thinking about what might couple
with the destruction of everything. According
to this comic novel it’s not the humans themselves that are responsible for the coming destruction. I’m a sucker for stories about stopping doomsday, as it’s called in the book. In
face of futility and doomsday you keep going
— like the Norse gods and heroes of old. Not
knowing if your victory of caring is sure. Or
knowing that the Lord of the clan is in the
9

mead hall partying with his vassals. You, the
lowly clerk in the Dept. of Miracles are still
hoping to stop doomsday. At the very least
postpone it. What in God’s Name does parallel
or fit the northern mythic pattern, in some
measure, but without the monsters. Or, say,
they don’t come into the story. In our culture
of materialism the monsters are hidden. We
don’t know they exist. So they don’t show up
in the novel.
“So God created man in his own image …
— Genesis 1:27,” reads the quotation following the book’s dedication. Which, because
God is a Maker, we might take to mean that
humans will sometimes be sub-creating God
in their own image. One of the department’s
hard workers, in an exhausted and exasperated
mood, inadvertently tempts god to quit his
job. That is, (in my reading of it), make a simple merger with the cosmic particulate. God
had already been considering it, vaguely, after
noticing that he wasn’t universally “liked.” —
Yes, like lots of us, this god wanted to be
liked. God had actually felt for a moment like
burning Richard Something’s face off after
seeing the famed atheist “loudly holding forth
on some talk show. God tried to read [the
man’s] book, but it hurt his feelings so much
he had to stop after just a few pages.” Plus,
there was all that taking god’s name in vain.
This is Simon Rich’s attempt, as sub-creator,
to make God in our image.
At the time, the young angel had thought
she was prodding god to work better on earth;
but was later shocked to discover he’d decided
to cancel the whole software program (as it
were — my way of saying he was considering
the fire or ice route). The book’s consideration of fire or ice seems a mere detail, hardly
mentioned. What god really wanted was to
open an Asian fusion restaurant instead of
maintaining earth and its multitudes with their
numerous activities and requests. The CEO
was more an ideas guy and was really into that
now. He got other angels working on it right
away in preparation to open for the aftermath
of doomsday.
10

Simon Rich has cleverly used the corporate and consumer culture as setting for the
already present apocalyptic fear in this culture.
I feel the book may defuse the fear somewhat,
while paradoxically also pointing it out. If god
had been a rapacious corporate manager (such
as actually exist) he would’ve enslaved everybody, his pride running iron-shod over all.
Like something out of the book of Daniel,
Daniel 7:7, actually.
Some may find the novel “tasteless,” but
this is comedy. It’s light, not heavy and overtly
threatening. It’s not cynical, ironic, sarcastic or
tragical. Not blasphemous by intent. It is serviceable accessible prose, right for its tone and
setting; not elegant or moving, opening on
glory. Four key characters are exceptionally
shy — two angels and their human counterparts — yet only gentle fun is made of them.
And, because of the patterns corresponding
with our world, we think about what it all
means. We ponder afresh, seeing the JudeoChristian ethic of humility superimposed on
our current materialistic culture. Seeing the
caring of two workaholics actually doing their
jobs with flawed passion... just trying to keep
the world running... and believing all the while
that God will keep his promise to spare everything. If they succeed in bringing together two
helpless, hapless people who prayed the same
prayer. ◘
Lia Habel. Dearly, Departed. Ballantine Books,
2011. 474 pp. $16.99. ISBN 978-0-345-523310. Reviewed by Sara R. Tompson.
his engaging first novel is an interesting
T
“mash-up” of the Victorian Steam Punk
and Zombie sub-genres of speculative fiction.
The former certainly seems to be on the rise,
if my college freshman goddaughter and her
friends are any sort of barometer! It is also a
“star crossed lovers” story and a coming of
age story, as well as being post-apocalyptical.
Dearly, Departed has a number of first person narrators in its 38 chapters (plus prologue

and epilogue), but the key characters are Bram
(undead) and Nora (alive). Habel’s writing is
quite clear, so this multiple-narrators technique is easier to follow than is the norm for
novels using this technique.
The setting of Dearly, Departed is developed over several chapters, aided by the fact
that Nora is a schoolgirl who keeps a diary.
The year of most of the action is 2195, and it
is a new ice age with most on the American
continents pushed to live in South America.
Adding to the post-apocalyptic setting, the
Second (nuclear) American Civil War, plus a
supervolcano eruption, in earlier decades have
wreaked additional havoc and plagues. “New
Victoria” arose as one of the stronger cultures, based deliberately on “tidbits of Victorianism” (p. 20) with strictures against too
many technologies and many rules of propriety. This is Nora’s society. However, the tech
strictures have been changing, with the
growth of computing, holographic and other
technologies. Many people have rebelled
against the technology redevelopment, and
calling themselves “Punks” started a brief war
that lives on in skirmishes around a Border
zone.
The action begins a year after Nora’s physician father has died, when she has just come
out of mourning, and a curious young man
stops her in the street, telling her she is in
danger and her father wants her saved. She
escapes to her home with a thousand questions, wondering first and foremost if the dryvoiced young man was implying her father is
still alive, after she’d seen him pass before her
eyes. After more of Nora’s rather stultifying
daily life details, including a domineering aunt,
a true friend and some nasty schoolmates, and
her love of military holographic epics, the true
action starts, when some zombies break into
her house and kidnap her.
The adventures and details flow fast and
furious after that pivotal event. It turns out a
rational zombie/Punk militia unit, including
the young man from before, Bram, who is an
officer, has kidnapped her to save her from an

irrational band of zombies. The zombie
plague is fairly new, caused by the Lazarus
Syndrome, or Laz, which Nora’s father had
been researching. Some zombies remain sane
when they awaken from death caused by a
zombie bite or other expose, some do not. All
eventually deteriorate, so their afterlives can
be short-lived.
The Punk society, as well as the New Victoria society, are both fraying as more zombies and more chaos arise. Bram and Nora
discover they both have a vision of a different
future that is less classist and less violent, as
they grow to be comrades and not captor and
captive.
A host of adventures and chases and revelations ensue. The least accessible of the chapter narrators, military men from very different
worldviews, are inserted in this middle section. These adventures feel like a blend of
Twilight and Harry Potter excursions, but not
in a derivative way. Many phantasmagorical
contraptions, video/holo communicators,
Verne-esque, but powered, balloons, a variety
of weapons and medical instruments, etc. are
introduced and add flourishes to the action.
We learn much about many of Bram’s fellow
soldiers and friends as well as Nora’s friends
and enemies, as all are drawn into some important showdowns that expose untruths in
the New Victoria and the Punk worldviews.
We also learn much more about Nora’s, and
some more about
Bram’s, families
Dearly, Departed
is definitely weird,
but engaging, and
held my interest to
the end. I recommend it. Author Lia
Habel did indeed
capture what she
says she hoped to in
the Acknowledgements: “beauty to
be found in tragic
decay” (p. 474). ◘
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